ALONG  THE   ROAD

the southern wall, Aiberti has pierced a series of
deep arched niches. Recessed shadow alternates
harmoniously down a long perspective with
smooth sunlit stone 5 and in every niche, plain
and severe like the character of an early Roman
in the pages of Plutarch3 stands the sarcophagus
of a scholar or a philosopher. There is nothing
here of St. Francis's pre-lapsarian ingenuousness.
Aiberti is an entirely conscious adult 5 he wor-
ships, but worships reason, rationally. The
whole building is a hymn to intellectual beauty,
an exaltation of reason as the only source of
human greatness. Its form is Roman ; for
Rome was the retrospective Utopia in which
such men as Alberti, from the time of the Renais-
sance down to a much later date, saw the fulfil-
ment of their ideals. The Roman myth dies
hard, the Greek harder still ; there are certain
victims of a classical education who still regard
the Republic as the home of all virtues and see
in Periclean Athens the unique repository of
human intelligence.

Malatesta would have got a better personal
apotheosis if he had lived in a later century.
AlBerti was too ^severe and stoical an artist to
condescend to mere theatrical grandiosity. Nor,
indeed, was the art of being grandiose really
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